REMINISCENCES

and steady friend to his friend.    I have been reading
lately some memoirs published by a distinguished Eng-
lish authoress in which there is a description given of
Browning, illustrating, as it seems to me, a most curi-
ous ^disappreciation of the man's nature and his conver-
sation.    The writer expresses her utter astonishment
that such a man could be the hero of the 4 Sonnets from
the Portuguese;' and describes him as a mere chatterer
in society, and a devotee of rank and fashion.    One can
only wonder how two people living at the same time
and meeting with the same sort of people and following
in general the same sort of craft can possibly have
formed such totally different impressions of one and tlae
same man as were formed of Robert Browning by "the
authoress I speak of and myself.    First of all, as to
Browning's manner of talk.    Was it only the idle chat-
ter of society?   I have met a great many brilliant
talkers in different countries in my time; I do not know
that I have ever met a talker more brilliant or who
could, when he pleased, go more deeply into the heart
of a subject than Robert Browning.    I shall never for-
get an account which he gave me once of his early rec-
ollections of Edmund Kean's acting.    Browning,   of
course, was very young when he saw Edmund Keara*
hut he had carried away in his mind a perfect picture
of the great tragedian's style and manner; and I must
say that with all I had read of Kean, nothing ever im-
pressed me with such a comprehension of his genms
and of his style as did.that rapid description by Brown-
ing, given, not to the company in. general, but to me at
a London dinner table.    There was not in his descrip-
tion the slightest straining aftereffect, not the faintest
suggestion of the clever talker talking to show Ills
cleverness; it was simply the outpouring of a man filled
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